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Chapter One 


The rumble of thunder echoed in the dark night, and rain pelted twenty-five year old journalist, Crystal Wilson. 
Inside the back of the auditorium, she shed the raincoat and shook out her hair, pleased that it was not wet. 


The interview she had tonight was her first and quite possibly the biggest of her life. Tonight would be the 
night she would meet the man she had dreamed of since she'd found one of his albums five years earlier; 
since then she had found the whole collection of LA Guns CDs one by one. When Tracii and Nikki had formed 
Brides of Destruction, she had tirelessly supported and followed the bands career. 


The attraction was, to her at least, a bit strange since he was a good thirteen or fourteen years older, LA 
Guns was of the glam/hair metal, and Brides were a type of hard punk; neither of which she was particularly 


fond of. 
Tracii Guns was still as handsome now as he had been on the cover of the older albums, she thought when 
she saw him walk out of the dressing room. Shirtless, he reached for a bottle of water and a towel from a 


nearby roadie, and then made his way over. 


"You must be Mrs. Wilson?" He took a drink from the water bottle, sending a wafting aroma of soap, deodorant, 


and shampoo when he raised his arms. 


"Um, it's Miss actually," she said, trying not to stare at the rippling, tattoo adorned abs. "But you can call me 
Crystal if you like.” 


"Crystal? That's pretty, like you." Tracii sat at the small table she had placed a tiny tape recorder on, smirking 
at how he'd made her blush with the lamest line in the book. When Crystal bent over to remove a pen and list 
of questions, Tracii couldn't help but steal a glance at her well-rounded derriére. 


No, some things never changed. 


"Well-- um, thanks for the interview," she said as she pressed the recorder's red button. "This is my first 
time so--" 


First time?" Tracii cut her off, and then shot her a smirk. "Then I'll be gentle, baby." 

Crystal knew if he kept making passes she'd never get this interview done, and that was first, then seducing 
this fine specimen of a man. Tracii looked behind him to see if anyone was watching, then motioned a young 
roadie over. 

"Dude, go get me a beer and I'll make it worth your while," Tracii said, his voice barely a whisper. 

"Tracii you aren't supposed to drink," the young sound guy whispered back. "Nikki's rule." 

"Fuck, is Nikki the bassist or my father? Fuck that, here's forty bucks, now get my damn beer" Tracii's voice 
rose just slightly. The roadie, emboldened by the sight of cash, dashed down the corridor to the concession 
booths. 


Crystal stood up straighter; cursing a bit under her breath, "Fuck, fuck!" 


"Now? But, we just met," Tracii said, his eyebrows went up slightly under his stringy black hair that lay 
against his forehead, still damp from his shower. 


"Oh dear." Crystal clamped a hand over her mouth, this was most unprofessional. "I'm sorry, | left my note pad 


with the questions in my hotel room. l'm such a ditz" 


"Aww, come now, it's not so bad is it?" Tracii smiled warmly. "Just sit down, take a breath and--" He looked up 


at the returning roadie. "Sorry, Tracii, they were sold out of beer but | found this on Nikki's bus." 


Tracii grinned at the two bottles of Jack Daniels that the roadie was presenting him with like a sacrificial 


offering. "So the high and mighty Nikki Sixx doesn't want me drinking, eh?" 


"He says you get crazy." The boy chuckled 


"Yeah? Well, beat it, Shorty, and not a word of this to Sixx" Tracii smirked at Crystal, an idea forming quickly. 
"Honey, what say you and | go back to my room and share some good whiskey. I'll tell ya all about my career 
and then you can print that. Deal?" 


Crystal nodded and followed Tracii down the hallway, still trying to pack her things in the black leather case 

she carried. She knew, even as she followed him, what she was getting into, and part of her wanted it- wanted 
it as badly as she wanted breath in her lungs. Carrying the two bottles under the shirt draped over his arm, 
Tracii opened the hotel room and walked over to the bed to sit. He liked the way she moved with ease around 
him. She was nervous, he could tell, but she hid it well under a cool exterior. Her dark eyes followed his every 


move, and had he not already taken a swig of the whiskey, he would have been made nervous. 


"So how did you get into this?" he asked, turning into the interviewer for a moment, "and what makes a pretty 


girl like you wanna interview ugly rockers like myself?" 
| don't think you're ugly at all," she observed him from on the other side of the bed. 


He smirked at her from over his shoulder; so she did like him, he thought. "Well, then | suppose we should get 


down to business. Wanna drink?" 


| really shouldn't until I'm done," she replied, tapping a red nail on her burgundy lips. "But, since we're here in 


our room, why not?" 
Y Y 


"That's my girl" Tracii handed her the bottle in his hands and almost laughed when she eyed the opening where 
he had drank from it. "Honey, | don't have anything, if that's what's bothering you. It'll be like kissing me." 


Crystal brought the bottle to her lips and drank a little, allowing the warmth to slip into her stomach and 
spread all over her. He was right, it would be like kissing him, and she desperately wanted to know what that 
was like. Trembling inside with nervous anxiety, she closed the distance between them on the bed and pressed 
her lips against his. 


"You're right. It is like kissing you," she said, smiling a little now. 


Tracii wasn't shocked, instead he was pleased and decided to see just how far he could go with her. "Is that 


good?" 
"Very--" She drank again, already starting to feel the lightheaded buzz setting in. 


“Trust me, kissing ain't all | can do good." Tracii took the bottle from her and threw his boots off onto the 


floor. 


Compelled by animalistic lust fueled by too many long, lonely rights spent fantasizing about Tracii, and under 
the spell of the whiskey, Crystal crawled to his side. She shed her shoes on the floor as well; placing a hand on 
his arm she allowed her eyes to capture his. 


"Show me, Tracii," she whispered 
"Show you? Show you what?" Tracii toyed with her. 


With a low growl, she pulled the zipper on his jeans down, slipping tiny fingers inside the opening and slipping 
across the moist warm flesh inside, easily accessed for he wore no underwear. The size of it held promise for 
nothing but pure pleasure when she freed it from the cotton confines. Seeing no opposition from Tracii, she 
busied herself stroking and running her smooth lips along the shaft. 


"Ahh, that's what you want, huh?" Tracii panted a little, raising his hips to remove the tight jeans. Her gentle 
ministrations on his rock-hard shaft brought moan after moan of pleasure until no longer able to stand it, he 


grabbed her and flipped them both on the bed 
"Tracii--" She panted with frustration. 


"Shh, let me show you a few things," Tracii said, pulling the tiny buttons from her shirt, not bothering to 


unfasten them. 


It was all a blur, and Crystal was not convinced she wasn't dreaming again. Tracii's fingers, bruised and 
roughened from many years of playing guitar seemed to turn into velvet as he gently brushed them along the 
cool skin of her shoulders, removing the silk shirt slowly. Ever so slowly her exposed her sweetly scented skin, 
exploring it with fingers and lips all at once. Crystal wasn't a virgin, but something in Tracii's touch made her 
feel like one; she moved a little underneath him, silently begging him to fuck her. 


Tracii knew the invitation well, and she was making it pretty obvious. However, he enjoyed toying with her, 
watching and listening to her beg as he blazed a trail down her stomach, heading into dangerous territory. 
Amused by the tiny thong she wore, he hooked his fingers in it, tore the straps loose, and exposed her shaven 


femininity, the smell of sex and sweat filled his nostrils, making the tightness in his cock even worse. 


Impatient from having been made to wait so long, Crystal tangled her fingers in his hair and shoved his face 
between her open thighs. He stifled a laugh and touched her clit with the tip of his tongue, almost alarmed by 


the heat rising from her here. Crystal bucked her hips, forcing her clitoris into Tracii's lips were, as if on cue, 


he suckled hungrily. Intent on making the orgasm one she'd remember forever, he pushed two fingers into her 


wetness and thrust deeply. 


"Damn it, fuck me, Guns!" she cried out, clawing the sheets wildly, a line of sweat running between her breasts, 


her skin glistening. 

Tracii could no longer wait to play his own game. His balls ached for release, his cock screamed for a taste of 
the warm wetness his fingers were enjoying, so without wasting any further time, he plunged himself into her. 
She had waited to long and she tightened and pulsed around him almost instantly pulling them both to climax.. 
The next morning.. 

"A body was found in a dumpster this morning behind the Whiskey A Go-Go. The young woman looked to be in 
her 20's and had been both beaten and sexually assaulted. Police are set to question members of the heavy 
metal band, Brides of Destruction, as they are following up on a lead that the girl was a groupie for the band. 
More on the Il o'clock news. This is Anne Parsons for the Channel 12 news." 

Nikki slammed the remote down as soon as he had turned off the TV that hung from the corner of the living 
quarters on the bus, "Why the hell do we always get blamed for every crack addict groupie that turns up 


dead in a dumpster. Does it make sense to you, Scot?" 


"No, it's fucked up if you ask me. We need to be getting to the next gig, not waiting around here for some 
half-cracked sheriff to question us." Scot sat down at the table, his coffee untouched. 


Shorty, the sound guy, poked his head in the bus door, "Nikki? Scot? May | have a word?" 

"Sure, but what's wrong?" Scott noted the concerned look on the face of their sound guy. 

"They arrested Tracii," he murmured, looking down at the floor. Nikki shot to his feet. 

"What the-- why?" Nikki yelled, angry at this injustice. 

‘Its my fault," Shorty sniffled, "I didn't mean to-" 

"What do you mean you didn't mean to?" Scott yelled, standing behind Nikki, seething. "What have you done?" 
"I didn't know he was a vice cop. He just asked if | had seen a girl about 5 foot, long blonde hair talking to you 


guys and | said yes. | saw a girl fitting that description talking to Tracii and | saw them leave." Shorty made his 
confession and fled before Nikki exploded in rage. 


Which he did. 


"Can you believe this shit? Tracii arrested for killing a girl? What the fuck?" Nikki slammed his hand onto the 


table, sending papers and styrofoam cups fluttering all over the room. 
"He wouldn't do that, would he?" Scott asked, a tinge of doubt peppering his words, and Nikki didn't miss it. 


Now that Scot had said it, he had to admit Tracii had been acting peculiar. But murder? No way, not his friend, 
| don't think so, Scott. But we better get to the police station right away." 


When they arrived, Tracii had just been released from custody for lack of evidence. He saw the look on his 
band mate's face and frowned, they had doubts he could see. That hurt him almost as much as the charges. 


"Well, look who showed up at last," Tracii said approaching the limo. 

"Tracii, we only just found out. Whats going on?" Scott opened the limo door and Tracii slid in heavily. 
"They think | offed some hooker," he replied, 

"Did you?" Nikki turned to look out the window. 


"The fuck? You mean you have ask?" Tracii's eyes blazed at Scot and Nikki. "You think I'm capable of fucking 


killing some girl?" 
"Well, no, but you were seen leaving with her." Scott looked down at his shoes. 
"What?" Tracii's eyes went wide, fear shot through him, cold as ice. 


Crystal had been the girl killed? Had he heard that right? The cops had told him it was some unnamed hooker 
from up on Sth street. 


"Let me out! Stop the limo!" He bellowed so loud the limo driver heard and slammed on the brakes, sending 
Scott into the floor cursing. Tracii burst from the limo in a flurry of black leather and sliver chains, he 


wanted to laugh, he wanted to cry, he wanted to wring Nikki's neck for this. 


Trust or Lack Thereof... 


Author's Notes: 
Strong Langauage and drinking in this.. 


Chapter Two 


Tracii walked up to the payphone by the police station, fishing in his jacket for a quarter. He had Crystal's 
phone number on a matchbook in his pocket, and he dialed the cell number with fear clouding his vision. Crystal 
had not really expected Tracii to call, assuming it was one of those one night stands that he'd forget by 
morning. Her interview had been a failure, so caught up in Tracii was she that she forgotten to even turn the 


tape player on. 


She realized with a sickening shudder that she hadn't even asked him any questions. Her cell buzzed against her 
leq and out of habit she flipped it open to see who was calling. 


When she saw the caller ID on her cell register PAYPHONE, she was intrigued enough to answer. "Hello?" 
"Crystal? You're alive?" Tracii sputtered 

"Hell yeah, why wouldn't | be?" She was confused, and a little excited Tracii had called. 

"Oh, thank God. | need to see you. Can you come here?" Tracii played with the phone cord, his voice soft 
"Come where?" She asked, heart racing again 


"The hotel from last night; something's come up, and I'm keeping the room another night. Come on over." He 


sounded almost pleading. 
Crystal nodded. "Okay, Tracii. I'll see you soon" 


"Yeah, babe. Later" Tracii hung up and started walking back to his hotel, his mind overwhelmed with the 
thoughts. 


He walked past the venue they had played the previous night, his eyes falling on the green dumpsters still 
roped off in yellow crime scene tape and stood against the yellow tape staring at the cops and FBI agents who 


walked around in the brilliant morning sunshine writing on their pads and talking. 


How could they think that he was capable of ending a life this way? Why would anyone think of him that way? 
This had gone too far, he had to stop it now. Turning abruptly, he almost collided with an FBI agent. 


"Mr. Guns?" the young man smiled arrogantly, "| see you returned to the scene of the crime." 


"| didn't do this, and | won't let you pigs pin this on me either." Tracii scowled, "While your chasing me, the real 
killer is out there, maybe getting ready to do it again!" 


"You should know! Now see here, Guns, | am going to find a way to prove you did this. And when | do, | will 
have sent a message to all you grimy rockers that you will not be treated any differently than the mutts in 
the city dog pound," he said, and with that, the officer stormed away into the nearby alley. 


Tracii muttered a long string of ugly curses under his breath as he made his way back to his hotel. Crystal 


was waiting on him at the door of his room. As soon as he saw her, a smile played across his lips. 


"You came so soon!" Tracii wrapped his arms around her, burying his nose in her hair to breathe in the scent 


of her floral shampoo. "| needed to see you." 


"Tracii, what the hell is going on?" Crystal tilted her face up to look in his eyes, she was genuinely concerned. 


"Why are you acting like this?" 


‘Crystal--" Tracii's eyes settled on a janitor at the end of the hallway. He immediately thought of the cop, and 


suspiciously pulled her into the room. "Crystal, l'm being framed for murder." 
"Framed!" Crystal gasped, bolt of hot fear washing over her. She wrenched away from him, eyes widening. 


"| didn't do it! | swear! Please, Crystal, you have to believe mel" Tracii took a step towards her, but she backed 
up, pressing against the door, fumbling for the knob. 


"| don't have to believe anything! So, it is true! You and Nikki sacrifice your ladies when you're done?" Her voice 


shook, the visions flashing before her eyes were vulgar and bloody ones of limp corpses splattered with blood.. 
Tracii felt an overwhelming urge to cry. She too was turning against him, the whole band had. So why not? 
Those rumors of a woman murdered in Beverly Hills in a satanic S€M fetish scene, were the product of a 
sleazy whore who was obsessed with Nikki and whom they all had despised. No groupie had been murdered, not 
even so much in a form of roleplay had they pretended to kill anyone. 


"Why are you running from me?" Tracii asked, cocking his head. "Do you think | would hurt you?" 


"| don't know what the hell you might do! And | sure don't hang around accused murderers!" Crystal grabbed 


the door handle and exited the room in tears. 


Frantically stabbing the buttons on the elevator, she looked back to ensure Tracii was not chasing her. She had 


been a fool, she thought. She had allowed herself to think a drunken one night stand would actually lead her to 


her favorite rock star's heart. 
Had she become that low? 
Her career, her credibility, her very reputation was on the line because of her indiscretion 


At last the silver doors opened and she plunged into the small enclosure. Crystal leaned heavily on the wall, 
rubbing the bridge of her nose. The one night stand had not even lasted all night, it had ended after a few 


short hours of carnal bliss. 


"Damn it, Traciil" she cried pounding the cold metal with small ineffective fists, a million new emotions 


assaulting her. 


Her heart pounded in her ears as she raced from the hotel and to her car, even in the short time she'd spent 
with Tracii she had come to know how gentle and giving he was-- someone she could see herself with for the 
rest of her life. The morning after guilt and shame had set in now; it taunted her from her rearview mirror 
like some haunting background court jester's laughing. She was now a groupie, all the years she had worked to 
be respected as a journalist and as a woman were gone down the drain. Never again could she bring herself to 


do another interview, she was branded forever a whore in her own mind. 


Tracii had no intention of telling anyone what happened between them that night, he was a bit hesitant to 
admit it to himself. He was sure he had felt the spark between them but wasn't quite arrogant enough to 
think a woman of her quality would actually reciprocate his feelings. She had taken her time with him, shown 


him passion he'd never seen in any other groupie, and she had carried off his heart when she left. 


NNN NINN 


Nikki rested his head against the back of his seat. Scot's eyes wandered through the tinted limo windows, but 
his mind was busy. Turning back to Nikki he saw him staring with glazed eyes at the ceiling of the limo. 


"You don't think-- | mean Tracii? No way, man," Scot said, unsurely. 
"Fuck, you saw how he jumped out of the limo when we talked about it. | don't know what to think anymore. If 
he's innocent, he's sure acting guilty as helll" Nikki snapped, breaking his stare at the upholstery and meeting 


Scot's gaze. 


"| still don't believe Tracii is a killer." Scot was grateful when the car stopped and he could escape to his room; 


Nikki's brooding was getting to him. 


A barrage of reporters lined the walkway to the hotel, some taking pictures and others yelling questions. Nikki 
ignored them all and once inside, he turned to Scot, bright eyes snapping. 


"Let's go up to his room-- straighten this out now," Nikki said. "Its the only way." 


"He's probably gonna slam the door in our face. People don't usually forgive being called a murderer very 
easily," Scot lamented as he followed Nikki into the elevator. 


"So help me if he does, I'll kick it in. This is bullshit, and | wanna know what the hell is going on!" Nikki stormed 
off the elevator and straight to Tracii's door. He didn't pause before knocking, he really didn't knock-- he 
pounded, 


Tracii looked up from where he'd been sitting the past hour in a chair by the tightly drawn curtains. His eyes 
studied the door for a moment as if to decide if he wanted to know who was on the other side. The bottle in 
his hand was half empty, but it had numbed him sufficiently. 

"Tracii?" Nikki yelled, "Open this door or else!" 

Tracii blinked twice and awoke from his trance, "Come in" 

His voice had barely been audible, but was loud enough that Nikki and Scot heard and walked in. When Nikki's 
eyes met Tracii's, there was nothing but desolation and pain staring back. He felt horrible, how could he of all 
people have been so harsh as to ask if his friend had killed someone? He had done things in his past-- 

"What is it, Nikki?" Tracii asked calmly, cutting through his freinds thoughts. 


He couldn't bear their pity. Scorn, yes. But not their pity and especially from Nikki.. 


"Trace, listen. We're sorry okay, we didn't mean to sound like we were judging you or anything like that. We only 
wanna help.” Scot babbled, moving closer but stopping when he saw the look that crossed his freinds face. 


"You two sure got some balls." Tracii surged from the chair drunkenly, almost upending the chair itself. "You 
come in here all pitying me and shit and the truth is you still think | did it. You just know you can't continue 
the tour without ME! Well fuck ya'll-- | quit” 

"Tracii, stop it," Nikki said, grabbing his arm and using the same tone he might with Gunner or Decker. "This is 
the stupidest thing-- you know damned well that | fucking don't think you went and killed no hooker. But you 
were seen with--" 

"Crystal!" Tracii wrenched his arm from Nikki grasp. "Her name's Crystal Wilson!" 

Nikki and Scot exchanged glances, and then looked back at Tracii. 


Scot spoke first, "Who is Crystal?" 


"She's the girl | was with. She is a journalist from a paper here in California and she interviewed me.” Tracii 


turned away. 


"Well then, that should be easy ‘nough to prove!" Scot felt relief for the first time. 
"When's the interview gonna be published?" Nikki rubbed his chin. 

‘Its not, cause it never happened" Tracii sat heavily on the chaise at the foot of the bed. 
"You just fucking said--" Nikki snapped, confusion annoying him. 

"I know what | said, but the interview never happened. We had sex." 

Scot frowned, “Well, interview or not, she should still want to vouch for you." 

"She fucking hates me. Thinks | did it" 

"Tracii, you're not making any sense!" Nikki shook his head, inky locks covering his eyes. 

"| did it!" Tracii jumped up, "| did it! Now get out of my room and leave me alone!" 


He stormed into the bathroom and slammed the door so hard the pictures fell from the wall and shattered. 
Scot and Nikki looked at each other and shrugged. Their band mate was acting completely bizarre. 


They both knew the blurted confession was a farce; Tracii wasn't a killer. 


wvunu 


Tracii leaned against the porcelain toilet weakly. He'd thrown up everything on his stomach, and then painfully 
heaved for a good ten minutes. He had heard the click of the door when his freinds left to return to the bus, 
and felt even more alone. He was an outcast now, he thought. Somewhere, from what seemed like a dreamlike 
distance, he heard London asking if he were okay and could he come in. But he wasn't able to reply, didn't want 


to really, and finally the boy had left. 
And so this was how it was going to end? Him labeled a murderer and sent to the death chamber.. 
Sweating profusely, Tracii peeled his shirt off and doffed his jeans somewhere as he dragged himself to bed. 


He wondered where Crystal was right now. 


wun 


Inspired by Tracii having unintentionally blurted out her name, Nikki had called information for Crystal's 


number, but Scot was dubious. 


"lm not sure we should be doing this," he said, rubbing the bridge of his nose. 


Scot concurred, twirling a drumstick. "If we start checking up on him, he'll start to think we really don't trust 


him. | mean not that he already don't think that -- but this isn't gonna help." 

| wanna clear his name, Scot" Nikki opened his cell phone. "You do what you want, I'm going to help Tracii." 
The rest of the band watched as he dialed the number, then waited drumming his black painted nails. 
"Hello?" Crystal answered the ringing phone absently. 

‘I'm assuming that you're Crystal Wilson?" Nikki asked, biting his lip hopefully. 

"L am. Can | help you?" She silently rinsed her coffee mug of her previous cappuccino. 


"I hope so. | need some information about an interview you did. It was with Tracii Guns." Nikki chewed the end 


of his pen waiting for her answer. 

"Are you a cop?" Crystal sucked in a deep breath, fear rising in her throat. 
"No," Nikki said, arching a brow. 

"Well," Crystal's hand was shaking hard now. "I don't know Tracii Guns." 


Nikki frowned then; he had sensed her lie and hesitation but was unwilling to let it go yet. "Your boss said that 


you did an interview with him and--" 


"And what?" Crystal snapped, her suddenly sharp voice reaching London and Scot on the other side of the 
table. Hot tears burned her eyes, a lump settling in her throat. 


She barely heard what Nikki said next over the clamor in her brain, a small voice screaming at her to stop 


acting like a baby, it wasn't like she was in love with Tracii. 
Was she? 


"L uh, just wanted to know if--" Nikki raised an eyebrow; he hadn't heard the tiny sobs that escaped from her 
lips but was baffled by her apparent anger. 


"If l'm a groupie? Some low life whore? Well, the answer to that is no! I'm a journalist first and foremost and | 
do not sleep with my clients." She slammed the phone down on the counter and used the table for leverage to 


find her a seat. 


Once off the phone, sobs burst forth from her like a dam that had burst under too much pressure. How could 
she have been so stupid as to think a one night stand with a rock star would turn into anything but heartache 
and trouble? She kept chastising herself as she cried onto her outstretched arm, the blonde hair spilling over 


her elbow and forming a golden curtain around her face as she cried into the tablecloth. She couldn't answer 
any of the questions she had floating in her brain, all of them beginning with the question why”. But Tracii 


would not leave her thoughts, she craved now more than ever his reassurance. 


NNN 


Nikki hung up his phone looking dumbfounded, "That girl is seriously freaked out!" 
"What did she say?" Scot sipped some bottled water. 
"She said she didn't know Tracii Guns." Nikki replaced his cell phone to his belt clip. 


"Okay, one of them is lying." London stood and walked to the window over the small sink, hiding the doubt that 
flooded his mind and eyes. 


"Yeah, obviously," Scot searched Nikki's face for answers, but found nothing. Nikki shook his head silently, as if 
to say he had no idea 


"Forgive me for this-- but if she had been with Tracii, that would mean she's a groupie. And from my 
experience they are more than fucking willing to admit it and even brag about it. It wouldn't be the first time 
a man's lied about sleeping with a woman," Scot said, never turning to his band mates. 


"| agree," Nikki spoke at last. "But | think there's more going on here than we know." 


"Well, big surprise. My freinds sitting in here like the apostles in judgment of me!" Tracii stumbled slightly, 
clinging to a bottle of whiskey as if that would steady him, his words slurring slightly. 


"Tracii! How long have you been standing there?" Scot turned then, eyes wide. 

Nikki spun in his chair so fast, he almost fell over, "You're drunk!" 

"Yeah and l'm going to get fucking drunker. | can't believe you three. After all we have been through! We said 
we'd be brothers forever. | loved you guys! But you think I'm a murderer! Hell, you don't even know me!" Tracii 
sounded like he was going to cry, but he turned before the hot tears that threatened him fell on his cheeks. 
"I'm leaving." 

"Where are you going?" Scot called, racing to the bus door as Tracii stumbled across the parking lot. 

"To find my next victim!" Tracii called back Then added inaudibly to himself, "Myself." 


Nikki turned around with a sigh, his eyes settling on his laptop's clock. 


It was 2:00 pm on April I2th.. 


